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time, yes. Naturally. But what had led up to it? How had he
become her lover? How had the American? How had von
Brandt? How had Sebastian? She had made little attempt to
keep them secret. In all this there was a hidden mechanism
that he did not understand.
And the appetite came with eating. The more he had of
her, the more he wanted. It disgusted him. Why should he
wish to do this thing? Why did he watch the clock so care-
fully? Why did he move so uneasily in his chair? Why could
he not write all this in his journal? It had been his intention
to do so.
He paced up and down the room. Five minutes more. In
half an hour he would be back here, nothing would be
changed. The table, the chair, the pen: all would be the same.
He would be the same. Olga would be the same. When they
met tonight, it would be as if nothing had passed. And what
would have passed? A consummation of the sexual act be-
tween a man and a woman. Everything... Nothing? It was
everything before it happened. It would be nothing for a
short time after it had happened. An appetite relieved. Then
it would begin again. An act whose importance was variable
in a direct ratio to the intervals between its accomplishment.
He could hear Congo shuffling up and down in his room.
That meant she had gone. Congo always knew when she
was out of the house.
Had the clock stopped? It was four minutes to two. He
looked at the place where the hands would be when it was
two-thirty. He would be back here then. As yet it had not
begun. Then it would be over. His thoughts bore no relation
to reality. He liked to think reasonably, scientifically. But
this was beyond reason. Sebastian was wiser than he. 'Of
God/ Sebastian would say. clt is of God.' A strange God if
this was of God. eOf the Devil,5 Owen would say. A strange
Devil, if this was of the Devil.
Two minutes to two.